



r3, 


4 








THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 






Miscellany, 


DEVOTED TO THE INSTRUCTION AND AMUSEMENT OF YOUTH. 


SILI LISI FS SILLS SESE LLS LD ILLIA ID MLI LA DL ELMO RMM LAL LM LLL LLL LOL 


». 35.) 


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 3, 1814. 


(Vor. II. 


SILL DID IL IS LILI DLL SDI IID LIE IL ELISE DDD D DS wash tis sel 


OLD EDWARDS. 
C Continued from page 134.) 


“ HE had scarce got home,” con- 

ued the old man, ** when a consta- 
»came up with a warrant, and drag- 
d him to prison: where he lay, for 
ejustices would not take bail, ’till he 
ys tried for the assault and battery. 
is fine was hard upon us for to pay ; 
s contrived, however, to live the worse 
it, and make up the loss by our fru- 
lity: but the justice was not content 
ith that punishment, and soon after 
ad an opportunity of punishing us in- 
ed. An officer with press orders, 
e down to our country, and having 
et with the justices, agreed that they 
hould pitch upon a certain number, 
ho could be most easily spared from 
he county, of whom he would take 
are to clear it; my son’s name was in 
e justice’s list. 
It was on a Christmas eve, and the 
irth day too of my son’s little boy. The 
ight was piercing cold, and it blew a 
orm, with showers of snow, we had 
ade up a cheering fire in an inner 
com; I sat before it in my wicker 
hair, blessing Providence, that I had 
ill left, a shelter for me and my chil- 
ren. My son’s two little ones were 
olding their gambols around us; my 
eart warmed at the sight: I brought 
t bottle of my best ale, and all our mis- 
ortunes were forgotten. 

It had long been our custom, to play 





















a game at blind-man’s-buff on that night 
nod it was not omitted now; so to it 
re fell, I, my son, and his wife, and the 


| “aughter of a neighbouring farmer, 
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who happened tobe with us atthe time; 
the two children, and an old maid ser- 
vant who had lived with me from ae 
child. ‘The lot fell on my son to be 
blindfolded: we had continued some 
time in our game, when he groped his 
way into an outer room in pursuit of 
some of us, who he imagined had ta- 
ken shelter there; we kept snug in our 
places and enjoyed his mistake. He 
had not been there long, before he was 
suddenly seized from behind; “TI shall 
have you now,” said he, and turned 
about. ‘ Shall you so master ? answer- 
ed the ruffian, who had laid hold of 
him ; “we shall make you play ano- 
ther sort of game by and by.”—At 
these words Harley started with a con- 
vulsive motion, and grasping Ed- 
wards’s sword, drew it half out of the 
scabbard with a look of the most fran- 
tic wildness. Edwards gently replac- 
ed it in its sheath, and went on with 
his relation. ** On _ hearing these 
words in a strange voice we all rushed 
out to discover the cause ; the room by 
this time, was almost full of the gang. 
My daughter in law fainted at the sight; 
the maid and I ran to assist her, whilst 
my poor son remained motionless, gaz- 
ing by turns on his children and their 
mother. We soon recovered her to 
life, and begged her to retire and wait 
the issue of the affair ; but she flew to 
her husband, and clung round him in an 
agony of terror and grief. In the gang, 
was one of a smocther aspect, whom, 
by his dress, we discovered to bea ser- 
geant of foot: he came up to me, and 
told me that my son had his choice of 
the sea or land service, whispering at 
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the same time, that if he chose the land 
he might get off, on procuring him 
another man, and paying a certain sum 
for his freedom. ‘The money we could 
just muster up in the house, by the as- 
sistance of the maid, who produced, in 
a green bag, all the little savings of her 
service ; but the man we could not ex- 
pect to find! My daughter-in-law, gaz- | 
ed upon her children with a look of 
the wildest despair; “‘My poor infants,” | 
said she, ‘ your father is forced from | 
you; » shall now labour for your 
bread? or must your mother beg for 
herself and you?” JI prayed her to be 
patient ; but comfort I had none to give 


her. At last, calling the sergeant aside, |; 


T asked him, if I was too old to be ac- 
cepted in place of my son. “ Why I 
do not know,” replied he, “ you are ra- 
ther old, to be sure, but yet the money 
may do much.” J put the money in 
his hand, and coming back to my chil- 
dren, * Jack,” said I, “ you are free, 
live to give your wife and these little 
ones bread, I will go my child, in your 
stead: I have little: life to lose, and if 
I staid, I should add one to the wretch- 
es you leave behind.” “No,” replied 
my son, “ IT am not that coward that 
you imagine me; heaven forbid, that 
my father’s grey hairs should beéo ex- 
posed, whilst I set idle at home; I am 
young, and able to endure much, and 
God will take care of you and my fam- 
ily.” Jack, said I, I will put an end 
to this matter, you have never disobey- 


THE MARKETEER. 


It has often been a subject of ma 
ment to me, to notice the very dig, 
ent countenance, worn by the same » 
son, Only in the two opposite and se 
ingly trivial circumstances of, going 





| and returning from market.—A 
| going to market, for the most part 


a dull and heavy look : his head hang 
dejectedly, and although he walks wy 
a tolerable brisk and steady pace, y 
may easily perceive, that he consic 
himself not at all entitled to the notig 
or observation of those he meets, Rs 
nO sooner has he arrived at the sti 
and began to discuss matters with ty 
butcher, than by degrees the glo 
wears off, and his morning melanchd 
is dissipated—He purchases, at Jen 
an excellent leg of lamb or a loin g 
veal, and marches homeward with it; 
triumph. If you observe him narroy 
ly, while on his way to his habitatiq 
you will see him every now and the 
incline his head downward, ai 
cast a loving eye upon his purchase; 
peep into the faces of those he met 
with a look of wishful impatience, 
if he was desirous they should congra 
ulate him on his acquisition, then } 
looks up to the second story window 
taking care, at the same time, to hol 
his purchase, in such a manner, that! 
can be fairly and distinctly seen by th 
spectators from thence: in short, 
takes every method, in his power, t 
convince you that he at this momen 





ed me. I will not be contradicted in 
this, stay at home, I charge you, and | 
for my sake, be kind to my children.” | 
* Our parting, Mr. Harley, I cannot 
describe to you. It was the first time 
we ever had parted: the very press 
gang, could scarce keep from shedding 
tears; but the sergeant who seemed 
the softest before, was now the least 
moved of them all. 
( To be continued. ) 
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By taking revenge, a man is even 
with his enemy ; but by passing it over 
he is superior. | 








| feels himself of more consequence, tha 


he was fifteen minutes ago, before ht 
saw the butcher.—Now, I see no fore 
ble reasons, why large volumes should 
be written to explain this matter, upot 
philosophical principles. I am of opt 





nion, it may be sufficiently accountelf 


for in a few plain words. Vanity, we 


jal know, is natural tothe human race} 


when the man went to market he had 
money in his pocket, without doubt; 
but how was the world to know that! 
This occasioned his sadness, when he 
returned, he had the satisfaction of ta- 


citly telling the public, that he had not 
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AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 


we abroad, without well lining his 
‘kets, With the one thing needful ; 
.q what is more, that he and his fa- 
ily, intend this very day to eat an ex- 


lent dinner. 
——— + a 


AFFABILITY OF DEPORTMENT. 


The natural and ardent desire which | 


sists in every breast to be believed, 
spected, and esteemed, renders the in- 
ication, in Our external deportment of 
hose sentiments, always acceptable and 
nothing, to those with whom we con- 
erse ; whereas, indifference, rudeness 
ar asperity of conduct, is universally 
ppulsive and disgusting. ‘The man of 
land and courteous manners, whose 
puntenance beams with benevolence, 
hose smiles are the heralds of his 
hilanthropy, and whose affability of 
dress implies respect and esteem for 
is associates, will ever conciliate their 
pprobation and their affection. 
—— ¢ one 
PUNCTUALITY. 
Punctuality promotes despatch in the 
erformance of business, and prevents 
n unjust trespass upon the time, the 
vocations, and the patience of the in- 
ividual with whom the appointment is 
ade; and also rescues from inactivi- 
y those hours, which would otherwise 
be wasted in the tedium of expectation, 
he insipidity of idleness, or the cen- 
ures, perhaps the execrations of the 
ther party. 
Every breach of punctuality, besides 
being an infringement of moral obliga- 


ion, 18 Moreover, a gross violation of 


he laws of good breeding and _polite- 
ess. 


a + Re 


There is no profession, in which a 
young man can propose to engage, in 
which, a taste for literature and general 
information, will not be of infinite scr- 
vice to him.—If it be, (though that can 
scarce ever happen) not immediately 
necessary to his business, yet in his 
hours of leisure, he will derive there- 
from, a fund of much real pleasure and 
Denefit : nothing being more painful or 











| 


disgusting, than a man flying lee 
self, for want of materials to entertain 
his own mind, when a well chosen book 
willso effectually supply them. 


8 + a 


RISIBLES.....Vo. 2. 


Td give to airy Nothings, 
A local habitation and a Name.” 

The following, I have received from an ac- 
quaintance of mine, one who is 80 apt to be agi- 
tated by fears, and melancholy fits, that I have 
but faint hopes of making a convert of him.— 


Gotham$Mugust 5. 

Dear Jack,—I beg your advice, in an affair 
of great moment, but you must first be ac- 
quainted with the circumstances. My aunt 
Deborah, whom, Heaven bless her, I should 
very much respect, if it were not for a most 
unlucky talent she possesses, viz. that of dream- 
ing, and not only of dreaming, but of interpret- 
ing her dreams, to the astonishment, the terror 
or delight of her auditors. Coming to break- 
fast last week, ‘‘ Josiah, my dear,” exclaimed 
she, * you will most undoubtedly be sick be- 
fore the end of three days; and I much fear 
you will die!” ‘* Lord bless me!” cried I, 
running to a glass, where I expected to behold 
the certain prognostic of my fate, depicted on 
my countenance. ‘ Yougpistake me entirely,” 
said the old lady, ‘*é at present very 
well, but I ‘dre@ icht, that I saw you 
bury three cabbages. cabbages are always 
sickness with me, and the /ole /—” here she 
shook her head emphatically, and was silent 
As I have often knit her to dream herself 
into a fever, I made no doubt of my death, and 
began to prepare for it like a good Christian 
The day however passed, and I flew to Debby, 
to reproach her with her false prophecy, but 
alas! the old lady, with great composure re. 
marked. ‘‘It might be three weeks, three 
months, or probably three years. Here I was 
thrown into another stew, and here I am like. 
ly to continue. But having heard there are 
some snowing women, in your town who can 
tell to an instant the extent of a man’s life, TI 
wish you to let me know if there is any truth 
init. If there is, find out the most cunning 
one you can, and I will fiy immediately to her, 
for I can no longer live in this state of sus- 
pense. 

Hierocles. 


———- + 


“TI wonder,” said a woman of humour, ‘* my 
husband and I quarrel so often; for we agree 
uniformly in one grand point; he wishes to be 
master, and so do I,” 


T 
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A Roman emperor did not enjoy the luxuries 
of one of our washerwomen ; she sups upon tea 
from? the East Indies, and sugar from the 
West. 
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For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 


ON LEAVING PHILADEPHIA IN THE WINTER 
oF 1813. 


Fargwe.u Philadelphia, along, long, adieu, 

Dearest Julia, farewell, 1 must sever from 
you ; | 

1 go to enc@unter the battle’s alarms, 

But nothing can harm me in Theodore’s arms. 

O’er cold Northern mountains with pleasure I 


0, : 

I defy the keen winds and the chill falling 
snow, 

In the fort or the camp, I’d be free from 
alarms, 

For Rosa is $afe in her Theodore’s arms. 

Should some cruel tomahawk lay my love 


low, 

Or some hostile ball cause his life drops to 
flow ; 

To Rosa’s fond heart death would have no | 
alarms, ; 

I would die with content in my Theodore’s 
arms. Rosa. 





Dark flew the scud along the wave, 

And echoing thunders reng sky : 

All hands aloft! to meet fe storm, 

At midnight was the boatswain’s cry. 

On deck flew ev’ry gallant tar, 

But one—bereft of ev’ry joy ; 

Within a hammock’s narrow bound, 

Lay stretch’d the hapless sailor boy. 

Once when the boatswain pip’d all hands, 
The first was he of all the crew 

On deck to spring—to trim the sail— 

To steer, to reef—to furl, or clew. 

Now fell disease had seiz’d a form, 

Which nature cast in finest mould ; 

The midnight bell now smote his heart, 
His last, his dying knel} it toll’d. 

** O God!” he cried, and gasp’d for breath, 
*« Ere yet my soul shall cleave the skies, 

** Are there no parents—brethren, near ? 

‘© To close in death my weary eyes ! 

** All hands aloft to brave the storm, 

‘*T hear the wint’ry tempest roar :” | 
He rais’d his head to view the scene, 
And backward fell, to rise no more. 

The morning sun in splendor rose, 

The gale was hush’d, and still’d the wave ; 
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TO MISS EMMELINE —— 


From Emma’s cheek the rose is fled, 
From Emma’s eye the lustre’s gone, 
Paleness usurps the blooming ek 
And langour veils the wonted sun. 
Yet Emma’s cheek has charms for me, 
Yet, yet, I burn beneath her eye; 
Fancy can countless beauties see, 
And still excite the raptur’d sigh. 
No vulgar flame pervades my breast, 
No flimsy chains my bosom bind, 
My heart retains no fleeting guest, 
When love depends on Emma’s mind. 
8 ¢ 
YOUTH. 
Blest were the moments, when in youth’s gay 
season, 
Sportive I roam’d—to rural joys no strap. 
er: 
Untouch’d by passion, uncontroul’d by reason, 
Fearless of danger. 
Light as the breezy jessamine of morning, 
Plays o’er the green sward, thick with dew 
tespaiuglal ; 
So beat my bosom every sorrow scorning, 


Light and untangled. 
Ah ! days of rapture ! though with hand un. 
weeting, 
Heedless I then cropt ev’ry mountain trea- 
sure ; 
Now, now I prize you—now, with manys 
_ greeting, 
) View each past pleasure. 
a $ Game 
AMATORY. 


Her image, who enslaves my mind, 
Urge me no longer to discover ; 
Fain would I sing, but ah ! I find, 
The bard can ill express the lover. 
Yet trust me, he whose happier skill, 
For terms could ransack earth, air, ocean, 
Might shew, perhaps, more wit at will, 
But less of genuine emotion. 
Tho’ art the florid phrase deny, 
Yet truth can never want expression ; 
For that best language of the eye, 
It still is her’s and love’s possession. 


a + Gee 

“* Trifles,” Vike Roasa’s we shall always be 
happy to insert. 

We have frequently seen, the ‘* Extract from 
a Dublin paper,” it possesses some wit ; but 
the style is far from being correct. 

The conclusion to the Emigrant is request- 


“Lines from the Latin,” are not adapted to 
this paper.—It would require a greater space 
than we can allow, correctly to state our rea- 
sons, for not inserting the poem alluded to by 





The sea boy far from all his friends, 
Was plung’d into a watery grave. 

But he who guards the sea boy’s head, 
He who can save or can destroy, 





Wafted to heaven, the purest soul, 
Thate’er adorn’d a sailor bov. 


| 


' 
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Americanus. Beauty not sufficient, in our next. 
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